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women and horses weary to the point of collapse, stumbled into
Bareilly.

But, if they had met no enemies, enemies were very close behind.

Gangakhar Sastri, in pursuit of his " fine plan," sent a mounted
messenger to fetch Shalini and her prisoner from Panchhatgahr:
and told Robi'n Westerne that he had done so. Unwisely, for two
reasons. The first because the latter, while unfeignedly delighted at
the thought of seeing Shalini, had no desire to see his sister and
reminded the Brahmin, rather forcibly, of his oath to send Maud to
Calcutta and safety.

" It is true, Sahib" with a deprecating gesture, "that I swore an
oath to send your sister to Calcutta. But it is also> true that I swore
to do so only when it might be safely done. It is not yet safe.
Even my poor house at Panchhatgahr is no longer safe. There are
evilly disposed persons about who are taking the opportunity of
these birth-pangs of the Indian nation to loot and slay. What
would you, Sahib?"

He dismissed these " evilly disposed persons " with a flick of a
soft, fat hand. "They will be safer," he continued, "in Delhi,
where our power is now firmly established." And, as he spoke, he
glanced, in spite of himself, in the direction of the Ridge, where
the Union Jack still floated above the Flag Staff Tower, a menace
to this miserable renaissance of the Moghul Empire, a threat to the
dark ambitions of the Hindus.

Westerne, if he noticed that instinctive, fearful glance, made no
comment: he preferred to forget that constant reminder of his own
degradation.

"Perhaps. But even so, what white woman is safe in Delhi
today?".

" She will be safe under my protection," replied the Brahmin
grandly; and it is just possible that he believed his own words.

Westerne, in his heart of hearts, did not: he could imagine what
would happen if, for instance, the roving eye of Prince Abool Bukr
should happen to light upon her. But he put the thought away
hastily, forced himself to* believe because he wanted to believe,
becausse the pleasure of seeing Shalini again, of holding he*
bewitching brown body in his arms blinded him to> every other con-
sideration. By God! To regain Shalini he would sacrifice his own
sister, as he had sacrificed his honour. It was too late to be squeamish
now. Besides, he argued, he was,too useful to the Brahmin for the
latter to dare to quarrel with him and, if he had Maud under his
eye, so to speak, he could look after her himself. A pleasant self-
deception which was suddenly swept away when the messenger
returned empty-handed.